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the charms of which he paints with simple and unrivalled
eloquence. Max is not more daring than affectionate; he
is merciful and gentle, though his training has been under
tents; modest and altogether unpretending, though young
and universally admired. We conceive his aspect to be
thoughtful but fervid, dauntless but mild: he is the very "
poetry of war, the essence of a youthful hero. We should
have loved him anywhere; but here, amid barren scenes of
strife and danger, he is doubly dear to us.

His first appearance wins our favour; his eloquence in
sentiment prepares us to expect no common magnanimity
in action. It is as follows: Octavio and Questenberg are con-
sulting on affairs of state; Max enters: he is just returned
from convoying the Princess Thekla and her mother, the
daughter and the wife of Friedland, to the camp at Pilsen.

ACT I. SCENE IV.

MAX PlCCOLOMINIj OOTAVIO PlCCOLOMINI, QUESTBNBERG.

MAX. Tis lie himself!    My father, welcome, welcome !

[He embraces him: on turning round, he observes Questen-

berg, and draws coldly back.
Busied, I perceive ?    I will not interrupt you.

OCT. How now, Max ?   View this stranger better !
An old friend deserves regard and kindness ;
The Kaiser's messenger should be rever'd!

MAX. [drily] Von Questenberg !    If it is good that "brings you
To our head-quarters, welcome !

QUEST. [Jias taken his hand] INTay, draw not
Your hand away, Count Piccoloniini!
Not on mine own account alone I grasp it,
And nothing common will I say therewith.

Octavio, Max, Piccoloniini!                      [Taking both their hands.

Names of benignant solemn import!    Never
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